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BuT HE KNEW How 
TO DIE 


But He Knew How to Die. This title comes 
from John Brown’s Body by Stephen Vincent 
Benet. Written in 1928, this poem won the 1929 
Pulitzer Prize for literature. Mr. Benet explains 
that John Brown knew how to die. 


Sometimes there comes a crack in Time 
itself. 

Sometimes the earth is torn by something 
blind. 

Sometimes an image that has stood so 
long 

It seems implanted as the polar star 

Is moved against an unfathomed force 
That suddenly will not have it any more. 
Call it the mores, call it God or Fate, 
Call it Mansoul or economic law, 

That force exists and moves. 

And when it moves 

It will employ a hard and actual stone 
To batter into bits an actual wall 

And change the actual scheme of things. 
John Brown 

Was such a stone—unreasoning as the 
stone, 

Destructive as the stone, and, if you like, 
Heroic and devoted as such a stone. 
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He had no gift for life, no gift to bring 
Life but his body and a cutting edge, 
But he knew how to die. 


LIFE UNCENSORED 
(For Isabella Haideri who encouraged me to not censor 
my work) 


As I couched and cowered, 
Consumed by their pain, 
She told me to back float 
(to float on my back). 
And when I did, 
My body, open and vulnerable, 
Was perfectly supported 
By the water. 
2010 


To Teresa Ann Paukert 
who encouraged my poetry. 


THE POET 


Wednesday, August 05, 2009 


Yesterday I realized I was a poet. It happened 
because White Crane Journal had an issue on 
music and poetry and I read a lot about poets. 
And then I realized, “I am one!” 


I bicycled over to Scott Hatt's studio on Monroe 
street and tole him, “You're the first one that 
I’m going to tell this to. I'm a poet!” 


Scott replied, “Oh, we've all known that. 
Sometimes we're the last to know about 
ourselves. And you've already gone through the 
soul-searching part even before you knew you 
were a poet.” 


He went on to explain that he knew I was a poet 
when he first saw my oil pastel sketches, “They 
really aren’t sketches; they're dialogue and 
language. 


And you have a good command of the English 
language. We all knew it the night you gave the 
performance at the Spurious Fugitive.” He also 
wanted to know if I understood that I am an 
elder and I told him, Yes. 


The final thing I have to do now is be 
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comfortable with others seeing me as an old 
man 


GRANDMA KASER 


These recollections of my great grandmother, 
her children and grandchildren, and the annual 
summer gathering of relatives, form part of our 
family history. 


Della Whitmer Kaser, my great grandmother, 
lived to the age of 102 and spent her entire life 
in the area around La Paz, Indiana. She had 
nine children: Claude, Russell, Ben, Ida, Bill, 
Maude, Marie and Maggie and was the 
symbolic, if not actual, matriarch of a large 
extended family. 


By the time I was old enough to remember, she 
was married to Charlie Marcks. No one 
explained why Grandma and Charlie had 
different last names. I assumed she was a 
widow who had remarried. Family members 
called her Grandma Kaser; when speaking about 
Grandma and her husband, the reference was 
always “Grandma and Charlie.” 


I don’t know how long Grandma and Charlie 
were married, but I do remember their 
reputation for fighting, with disagreements over 
who-knows-what leading to verbal battles. 
Perhaps this was a case of two hardheaded 
Germans coming together, each stubbornly 
knowing that he or she was right. 


Grandma came from strong German stock and 
had a tenacity, which in my opinion helped her 
be so active her entire life. Even after age 100, 
she continued to dig and plant garden every 
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spring. She held her thin, wiry body erect and 
always had a smile in her eyes. She also knew 
how to stubbornly argue with relatives, often 
insisting that she would not change the way she 
did things. Thus, her kitchen had a wood cook 
stove because that’s how she wanted to cook. 
And there was no indoor bathroom because she 
refused to consider it. 


I remember a visit to her home in La Paz. On the 
south wall of the living room hung a poster of 
Elvis and her comment about the picture was, 
“he seems to be such a nice young man.” And, 
even though she refused indoor plumbing and a 
modem stove, she did have a television because 
she passionately followed professional 
wrestling. In order to do this, she and Charlie 
went to bed early each Saturday evening, 
setting the alarm to get up at about midnight 
and watch the late night matches. 


Grandma Kaser’s children and grand children 
lived in southern St. Joseph and northern 
Marshall comities. With the exception of 
Grandma Kaser, who lived in La Paz, I don’t 
remember a single aunt, uncle, or cousin who 
did not live in the country. Not all of us were 
farmers, but each of us knew about mowing 
lawns, planting garden, and putting up food for 
the winter. We also knew about septic systems, 
shoveling snow, slopping hogs, and dressing 
chickens. Each July we came together for the 
annual family reunion. 


The first reunions I attended as a boy were 
referred to as Grandma Kaser’s birthday party 
and were held on the Sunday closest to her 
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birthday. Family members who took turns 
hosting the gathering provided parking, tables, 
and seating for over 100 guests. My aunt 
Maggie and uncle bill, Ross and Mary Swiehart, 
and Jim and Nancy McBride were some of the 
families who opened their homes for the event. 
In later years we used the la Paz community 
building and centennial park in Plymouth. One 
black and white photo taken at the Sweiharts 
shows Grandma Kaser surrounded by four 
generations of her children and grandchildren. 
One year, when she was in her 90’s she refused 
to attend the reunion because no one had 
specifically invited her. One of the relatives 
went to her home and explained that of course 
she should attend her own birthday party. For 
her one hundredth birthday, Ross Swiehart took 
her for a motorcycle ride and she loved it. 


The order of the day was punctual, with families 
arriving at the 12:30 official starting time, 
bringing food for the large potluck meal which 
was preceded by grace and followed by a 
business meeting, horse shoes for the adults, 
and games for the kids. The agenda for business 
was just as predictable as the rest of the 
afternoon: a report on last years reunion, where 
it was held, who hosted, how many attended, 
the expenses and donations, and confirming 
which family would host the following year. 
Marriages and births brought in new family 
members to be introduced. During the meal, one 
of the men would leave and then return just 
after the business meeting with several four- 
gallon containers of ice cream. Nowadays, 
responsibility for organizing the event still 
passes among the families of Grandma’s 
children. 
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Over the years I stopped attending. After all, 
these relatives were no longer part of my daily 
life and I was busy with raising my own family. 
Then three years ago my younger brother died 
and I began to realize that family - even family 
that I see once a year - has qualities both 
precious and fragile. So last summer I helped 
host the ninty-fourth annual Kaser reunion. The 
reunion still occurs on the third Sunday of July, 
but we no longer call it Grandma Kaser’s 
birthday party. In fact, some of the guests 
probably don’t know anything about Grandma 
Kaser, but, like me, they know they belong to 
the Kaser family. 


We meet at a picnic shelter at a church park 
rather than out on the farm and fewer than 20 
people attend. But that’s okay because I’ve 
come to understand something. After spending 
years trying to prove who I am through 
education, career, and civic involvement, I’ve 
come to see that my great grandmother, Della 
Whitmer Kaser, that strong, stubborn, German 
matriarch, is a part of who I am today. And yes, 
the time we spend with family is both fragile 
and precious. 

2010 


OBITUARY 
I did not agree with them 
when they told me, 
“You live only once.” 
I plan to live every day of my life 
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and die only once. 


My advice to one who wants an authentic 

obituary: Look inside, be honest, and fear 

neither the good nor the bad that you may find. 

In fact, you may find a passionate adventure. 
2018 


CEREMONY OF AWAKENING 


All praise to sun and earth 
Where winter nights are long 
As I awake and now remain 
In darkness of the dawn. 


Empty-handed, 
Limp and weak, 
I come to shed myself 
Of all I thought I held. 


Now Safe within salvation’s arms 
With Jesus’ Spirit filling me 
I’m gently pulled from night’s dull dream 
Into Thy light, blest Trinity. 
2020 


HOLY WEEK 2011 


I’m listening to the liturgical readings for Palm 
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Sunday. 


Jesus was a good man - perhaps an avatar - who 
went about doing good and teaching. What he 
taught was pretty simple: love your enemies, 
trust in god. I guess the religious leaders were 
becoming nervous about someone saying we can 
go directly to God. And then, politically, Roman 
invaders dominated the Jews and Jesús tells 
them to love their enemies. 


So here I am, listening to how they got rid of 
him. It’s a good story. As an atheist, I do not 
need reference to a deity to understand what’s 
going on here. A good man tells the truth, 
refuses to back down, and losses the game. His 
life, a comment on both the goodness and the 
evil of being human. Like the teachings of 
Jesus, it’s pretty easy to understand. 


The liturgy proceeds, the story gets embellished 
with prayers and music, and somehow Jesus 
morphs into a deity. I realize that what had 
been straightforward and inspiring has now 
become incomprehensible. 


Two words slip into my mind, not as an 
exclamation of anger or protest, but rather as a 
gentle reminder of how our collective 
understanding can sometimes get muddled. The 
two words are “bull shit!” And I realize that 
perhaps compassion is teaching me to tone it 
down. 

2011 
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UNTITLED 


We cannot choose for ourselves, 
but must work out our salvation 
in the way Jesus taught. MBE 1875 


I thank you for this dreary place 
Which sometimes I call home 

I live alone with filth and fear 
And yet am unafraid 


As long as I am led by him 
Who died to save my soul 
As long as I do follow him 
Who lived to lead me home 


I shall keep walking unafraid 
And share with him my sin 
For I am his; his life is mine 
Yet still I have no name 
Untitled I remain 

2019 
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FINDING My NAME 


If you would know most fully who I am 

Then you must see that I am Jesus’ friend; 

The one he brought back from the dead. 

And that perhaps my name is Lazarus. 
2020 


LAZARUS 


When Jesus learns a certain man is sick 

he does not go, but waits for two more days 

and tells his friends, “Our Lazarus is dead, 

but yet I say God's Glory you shall see.” 

Commands he them to take away the stone. 

They give reply, “Our Lazarus doth stink.” 

Ignoring nature's law, He thunders out, 

“Now! Lazarus! Come forth!” and it was so. 

E'en so today I come to Him and wait, 

bound hand and foot with filthy rags of sin. 

At his command, “Come forth and show to all 

how thou art cleansed,” I tremble and complain, 

“Oh no! They must not see my dirt and dross.” 

Says He, “You have the Glory of My Cross.” 
2017 
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GRATITUDE 


Her sins, which are many, are forgiven; for she loved 
much: 

But to whom little is forgiven, the same loveth little. Luke 
7:47 


A woman known as sinner there for years 
Slipped in with alabaster ointment fair 
While jesus sat in Simon’s house. With tears 
She washed his feet, and wiped them with her 
hair. 
Yes, I’m the one to whom much has been given. 
Thus, I must do the same today as she. 
I break the jar of oil, anoint his head, 
Owing him for all he’s given me. 
Now justice says ‘tis right that I return 
A portion back to him who loved me so. 
But love will not allow me just to give 
The small and paltry portion that I owe. 
Thus, being moved by love, at last I find 
I give myself to him and he is mine. 
2012 


BESHWALT, NH. 


From the congregational church built- in 1783 
to the now-abandoned but still-preserved overed 
bridge, Beshwalt, New Hampshire looks like 
what one would expect in a New England 
village. And, despite his Lebanese name, 
Boshwal Newmare looks like any of Beshwalt's 
other 6,500 residents. 


Mr. Newmare's three children attend Thomas 
Jefferson elementary school and his wife, 
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Nasheba, volunteers each Tuesday afternoon at 
the Beshwalt Carnegie Library on Elm Street. 
Mrs. Newmare’s volunteer duties include 
scheduling and supervising the library's 
community room. In the early 1900s Marguerite 
Smith, great-granddaughter of one of 
Beshwalt’s founders, established a modest 
endowment “for the perpetual maintenance of a 
suitable public space for cultural and civic 
purpose for all citizens of Beshwalt.” It should 
be noted that Mrs. Newmare supervised the 
activities room, but not the activities that occur 
in that room— a distinction which she adhered 
to impeccably. Every Tuesday afternoon at 
precisely 4:15 for the past 15 years, the 
Beshwalt Scrabble Club has appropriately 
scheduled and dutifully used the activities room. 


Much of life in Beshwalt is lived on a weekly, 
monthly, or quarterly basis and so each Tuesday 
afternoon before beginning her volunteer 
duties, Mrs. Newmare does two loads of laundry 
at the Happy Suds delicatessen and laundromat, 
two blocks west of the library. Also, every 
Tuesday afternoon at precisely 3:30, for at least 
the past 15 years, one or another of Beshwalt's 
village committees has met at the Beshwalt 
town hall, located near the front of the Happy 
Suds. A first-time visitor to the Happy Suds 
might not notice the double pedestal wooden 
desk facing the south wall with it's 27 pigeon 
holes next to a gray, dented Steelcase locking 
file cabinet: two pieces of furniture which 
constitute the Beshwalt town hall. 


Joel Smith (not related to the late Marguerite) is 
Beshwalts's seven-term first selectman. And it 
was just two weeks ago that Mr. Smith voiced 
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concern over the relationship of the public 
library and the scrabble club. In Beshwalt, such 
remarks, though not routine, are politely 
ignored as incongruous and irrelevant. But—and 
this is why we have a story—Mr. Smith spoke in 
his official capacity. Not only did he speak, but 
he spoke at a public meeting of the Beshwalt 
cemetery board. That meeting was being 
covered by Amy Wilputt, an intern from the 
Beshwalt Weekly Eagle and Gazette. 


Beshwalt has 13 separate cemeteries, most of 
them small and some of them dating back to the 
revolutionary war, and it is the duty of the 
cemetery board to open grave sites and 
maintain the grounds. In 1934, when the 
Beshwalt board of selectmen realized that there 
did not exist a suitable judiciary body to review 
transfer tipping rates, Joel Smith's predecessor 
(and father-in- law) suggested the parsimonious 
solution of having the cemetery board conduct 
an annual review of such rates. And so this year, 
on the second Tuesday of March, the cemetery 
board, which meets once each quarter, 
convened for the purpose of once again 
reviewing transfer station tipping rates. 


Over the years both the cemetery and tipping 
funds had accrued an ample surplus, wisely 
invested in blue chip stocks and certificates of 
deposit whose maturity dates were reviewed 
each quarter. In fact, during the past decade, 
what one paid to be buried had remained 
constant, while tipping fees had actually 
dropped seven out of the last eight years, a fact 
which the first selectman used to his campaign 
advantage. And so at the conclusion of the rate 
review meeting (which lasted, on average, about 
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three and a half minutes) Joel smith again 
thanked the cemetery board for their astute 
stewardship and again reminded Beshwalt's 
citizenry of his campaign promise to control 
expenses. 


Amy Wilputt, the journalism intern and second- 
semester junior at Plymouth State College, felt a 
combination of disappointment and fear as she 
realized the meeting was about to conclude. 
Disappointment because this whole thing was so 
boring and fear that there would be no content 
for the weekly Eagle and Gazette article which 
would determine in large part her grade for the 
six week internship. This is not good, she 
thought to herself. Her presence had been 
acknowledged at the beginning of the meeting 
and now, after spending almost 45 minutes 
hunched on the edge of a gray metal folding 
chair the same color as the Steelcase file 
cabinet, she had nothing. She was about to 
mumble something to the effect of, this is not 
fair! when her short journalism career took a 
sharp upward turn. 
It took just a few seconds for Smith to make an 
almost-passing reference to the relationship 
between the scrabble club and the public library 
as “An extremely complex and unsettling 
agricultural conundrum.” With those words Amy 
Wilputt had something to write in her notebook 
and when she did, that one phrase, “An 
extremely complex and unsettling agricultural 
conundrum.” was carefully preceded and 
followed by quotation marks. Yes, those were 
his exact words; yes, that was an exact quote: 
agricultural conundrum. 

2014 
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WIDoW’S MITE 


Jesus sat down opposite the offering box, and watched the 
crowd putting coins into it. Many rich people were 
throwing in large amounts. And a poor widow came and 
put in two small copper coins, worth less than a penny. 
He called his disciples and said to them, “I tell you the 
truth, this poor widow has put more into the offering box 
than all the others. For they all gave out of their wealth. 
But she, out of her poverty, put in what she had to live on, 
everything she had.” — Mark 12:41-44 


So here’s the deal...like what really happened. 
I mean, like what Jesus really intended to say 
was this. 


He’s in Jerusalem at the temple. Well, not really 
in the temple building. You see, there’s these 
steps, and columns, and sort of like courtyards 
around the building. Sort of like a public plaza 
where people can gather. 


So there’s this large crowd. Now, Jesus had 
been traveling around and preaching to large 
crowds for a couple of years now. There was 
this one time when he was preaching outdoors 
and the official estimate of the crowd size was 
around five thousand. So, anyway, the guy 
knows how to work the crowd and today he sees 
that they are “listening to him with delight.” 


So he gets bold in a political/moral way ‘cause 
he’s really down on how these upper middle 
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class religious leaders call attention to how 
good they are. And then he sticks it to them and 
accuses them of devouring widow’s property. 


Well, in my humble opinion, I think that the 
crowd - who, by the way, were pretty much the 
common people - well, they already knew the 
religious leaders were out of touch. So when he 
sees that no one in the crowd has objected, he 
gets real cool about it and just walks over to the 
place 

where people drop money into this collection 
box. And he was so cool about it; he just waits. 
And watches as all kinds of people come up and 
drop in their money. 


This is not electronic funds transfer or debit 
cards, not even paper currency or an iou slip. 
No, everything is coins and maybe it occurs to 
Jesus this is the perfect set-up for the religious 
leaders to get the kind of attention they want. 
You know, one more opportunity for these rich 
bastards to show us how good they are. ‘cause 
every time a coin hits the collection box it 
makes a loud clink and now there’s some rich 
guy there with a big offering.. .clink, clink, clink, 
clink it keeps going on and on and he’s actually 
got this big grin on his face and the rich guy 
keeps looking around to see how many people 
are watching. 


Well, Jesus is watching. No comment; just takes 
it all in and keeps watching. What’s he waiting 
for? Maybe he’s thinking about how like 
everyone in the crowd had pretty much got it; 
sort of like they already understand. 
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And all this time the disciples are feeling really 
awkward ‘cause it’s like Jesus is just staring at 
the collection box and not saying anything. 


And then we all see this old lady walk up and 
everyone notices her. She’s so feeble. And can 
you believe it? She’s headed for the collection 
box and people are actually holding her arm to 
help her get through the crowd and I speculate 
that she’s probably a widow and doesn’t even 
have any family to help her. 


So Jesus sees the whole thing and quietly 
motions for his cohort of disciples to come over 
and move in closer to him and we all watch the 
old lady drop in two small 
coins...clink...clink...and then there is silence. 


And Jesus says to his disciples, very quietly, “Do 
you get it? The exploitation of those who cannot 
afford to be exploited? Like this widow.” 

2014 


STORIES THAT HEAL 


What’s new? 

How is it, he wonders, that eight letters, 
One apostrophe, and a question mark 

(a mere two words) have such power 

To ignite frozen fear? 


As always, his light chatter verbally deflects 
The invitation to conversation 

And immediately he feels sad. 

Reprimanded by his guilt, he reminds himself, 
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They were only trying to be friendly. 


Then one day, looking just a little beyond guilt, 
He notices a heavy manhole cover and asks, 
What's in there? 

What have I carried inside all these years? 


But, with little courage to face the fear, he 
walks away. 


Time pases, he keeps coming back, 
Until finally he knows what is inside: 
A munitions bunker. 


With this realization, he runs away. 

Yet, something keeps pulling him back 

Then one day he picks up a crowbar and holds it 
lightly. 

Days later, he runs the tip of the crowbar 
Around the edge of the concealing cover. 


Weeks pass until the necessity to know 
outweighs the fear 

And he lifts the cover a few inches and then 
walks away. 

On another day he returns still afraid but 
determined to know. 

The crowbar pries as his right hand strains. 
Fear tries to repel but he persists and pulls 
As muscled legs and fingers grip and arms 
strain. 

The cover slides aside to reveal danger’s den: 
A munitions bunker. 


Later he returns with a strategy of compassion 
And his laughter defuses the first bomb. 

Acts of kindness take care of several others. 
More laughter, music, good sex 

All give him power to remove and defuse 

And each time the world becomes a safer place 
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Finally, with bombs defused, he looks inside 
And when he sees what he sees 

He immediately, intuitively knows 

The heavy metal cover had simply and only been 
A guise and disguise for something soft - 

Soft and afraid of dying 

With heavy metal placed there to protect 

An almost infinitely deep gaping wound, 

Mostly white and packed with gauze 

Some layers dry, some wet or soaked with blood 
Clotted and caked. Layer on layer the story 
emerged: 

Each year a new dressing applied 

With old ones never removed. 


What’s new? Eight letters, one apostrophe. 
And now he knows what’s new as each piece of 
gauze, 
Each once-sterile dressing tells its story. 
Just as he had defused mortar shells, 
He would now re-tell the story. 
And on that day he begins releasing stories 
ready to move on. 
With nothing left behind, the wound begins to 
heal. 

2014 


My AMERICA 


Walt Whitman read by Langston Hughes 
Senator Eugene McCarthy 
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The Reverend Doctor Martin Luther King 
New Orleans to New England 

Mark Twain with Georgia O’Keefe. 

The land that I love stands 

With Wounded Knee and Pearl Harbor 
Internment camps for those who do not fit 
A world made safe for our democracy 
When Henry Kissinger sent me to fight his war 
So I could later send my kids to school 
And helping my grandmother pull weeds 
All of this the land I love - AMERICA 


In holding this as my America, 

I must have misperceived. 

For now I’m told the heritage of my mythology 
Was nothing more than verbal theft. 

So now with Cold Logic they command 

That from henceforth America my home 

Shall be defined by sterile lines 

Of longitude and plane 

From wet and cold of Hudson Bay 

To Tierra del Fuego’s hard and bleak terrain. 


AMERICA (God shed His Grace on Thee) 
Stands here accused of egocentric crime 
Our nation’s pride besmirched with tainted 
scorn 

And misappropriation's cowardly shame 
AMERICA (One Nation under God) 

The heritage of our geography 

Dispersed into many lands: 

A simple Western Hemisphere. 


As they ignore my history and my heart 
And tell me none can claim to own this land 
I mourn our Nation's lost exclusive right 
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Yet also discipline myself to understand 

That those who take my heritage from me 

Can stand and need not be my enemy. 
2018 


DAWN TO DUST 


Walt Whitman showed me how to look 

and sometimes what to see: 

My friends - splendid leaves of grass - 

young, wet, and supple 

Catching early morning's dew, 

unwilling to remain immobile 

Shoulder to shoulder pushing and lifting 
Boulders and lumber. Gasping for air with sweat. 


I know old men with wives 

and careers and grandchildren 

I find men younger than I 

with more body than they want 
And parts that no longer get hard 


I see strong women 

passionately rearing young children 

And Mothers in the church 

preaching to sisters 

I see street comer children taunting each other 
Almost unaware of where they are 

Ignorant innocence of who they are 


And grandfathers who come home 
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to bury their daughters' sons. 

And sometimes men who have not numbed 
themselves 

Whose example explains what might be 
Willing to listen and sometimes 

(Oh, sweet Jesus!) able to see 


I find those without careers or possessions 
Who remember how to build and lift and lumber 


Afternoon remains hot sweat 

dirt and dust with broad smiles, 
Anticipation, and friends 

Splendid leaves of grass 

both damp and dry 

Rest and stand together 

Comrades who have fought their own battles 
Sometimes dying young 


Memories of morning dew - 
Everything transformed and precious 
2013 


| STAND HERE AND COMPLAIN 


With broad shoulders, back straight, 
Head erect with pride, I inhale wet morning’s 
air. 


My mind is clear, my anger, calm. 
I know the foe; he’d been my friend. 
But now my nemesis stands silent, 
Mottled gray, hard as stone, 


A voice begins in my belly: 


Controlled crescendos flying against 
The one I thought I knew. 
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“You know what I’m talking about! 

The friends you gave - Why them and not me? 
“You know asthma, ulcers, bleeding, depression, 
old age,” 

My shouting continues; I will not recant 


Granite monolith, chiseled, damp, and silent 
Nurtures even as I prostrate myself and whisper 
“Something so hard has shown such care. 
That which gave life is now so unjust.” 


And the universe, always available, 

Nurtures, gives friends, listens with compassion, 

Yet ever remains indifferent as I sob my tears. 
2013 


HELL OF A WEEK 


They live their lives by weeks, and not by days, 
Allowing all that is unpleasant to 

Accumulate within the mind and soul. 

With stacks of mental clutter everywhere, 
New problems, always placed on top of old, 
Become too heavy and begin to slip. 

But there’s no time to rearrange or throw 
Away the soul’s debris. You see, 

They live their lives by weeks, and not by days. 


They live their lives by weeks, and not by days. 
And often, when the body does complain 

Of pain or stress, the answer is, “No time. 

Be patient. Can’t you wait until I’m done?” 
Sighing thoughtfully, the body then replies, 
“Okay, I guess we'll give it one more try. 
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But just how long will we have to wait 
Until you rightly know just what you need?” 


Living lives by weeks, and not by days. 

Collecting each new pay check by the week 

So they can pay their bills when due each 

month. 

But don’t they see the debt they owe 

themselves? 

And mind begins to reason with them thus, 

“If god doth rest upon the seventh day, 

Is it too much for you to do the same? 

To stop. To halt. Completely come to rest?” 
2010 
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LIFT THINE EYES 


I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills, 
from whence cometh my help. Psalm 121 


Midway along the journey of my life 

I woke to find myself in evening wood 

With winter’s soft and almost twilight rays 
Where forest path meets foliage, tree, and soil 
As rains and waters fall and splash and roll 
From bark and leaves descending with the flow 
Of water’s trickled, rippled, downward path 
Whose furrows move descending lower still 
Until there is no lower place to go 

Until within this frame I come to see 
Everything doth end at water’s edge — 

A placid pond made wet with winter’s calm. 
Here beauty’s raptured passion pulls me in 

As I desire this place for my eternity. 


I wait and as I wait I can recall 

The lives of those whose path has gone before. 
And this is why I keep far distant from this 
shore 

To guard my soul because I’ve come to learn 
Of things far worse than judgment fire of hell: 
A wet indifference that wills to take me in 

As vestal virgins, mermaids, water nymphs 

All lovely foul creatures of the deep 

Seek to dissolve and then absorb my soul. 
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I know my hope to be on mountain high 
And not in beauty of this forest glen. 

I know the dangers clear and present here 
And yet this beauty still entices me 

And I remain inert. I know ‘tis time 

To shake off satisfaction’s opiate bliss, 
And yet today I seem to lack the will 

To e’en begin the upward journey home. 
My hope so small, I strain to see again 
The hard and rocky peak I must ascend. 


With single glance, I look unto the hills 

Declare, “I’ll not remain near waters calm. 

I shall renew the steep and upward climb.” 

And as I climb, so too I lift mine eyes. 
2019 


ADVENT 


When Gabriel to Virgin did proclaimed 

That nothing is impossible to God, 

Our Lady then prepared herself to go 

On visitation with Elizabeth, 

Who heard the greeting come from Mary’s lips 

With listening so intent that angel light 

Reveals the mystery of God to man; 

A mystery that can again be heard 

By he or she who takes the time to stop — 

Yes stop. Atune the ear to voice within 

And know that all thing possible are here 

In darkened daylight’s silence of the night 

With winter’s heart that yearns as it doth wait 

For promised King to enter through the gate. 
2018 


31 


HOT TODAY 


Like winter, summer’s heat is sometimes 
Nature’s way 
of forcing us to slow down: Stop, do the 
minimum and then wait. 

2019 


| HAVE WALKED 


Years ago he saw her 

And then one day met her 
As she early-morning walked 
The pine-needle layer 

Atop a gravel path 


Eight decades of disciplined giving 
Shuffling along 

Assisted by two ski poles 

And a persistent desire 

To take in 

The amazing wonders 

Of God’s world. 


A decade later 

After Alzheimer’s and hospice 
Had taken her from him 

He continues 

Early morning walks 
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At a brisker pace 

On a different path 

Of pavement and gravel 
In city cemetery. 


And on days too wet or cold, 

He’ll traverse the tall downtown atrium 

Along with young office workers 

Aerobically conversing among themselves 
2020 


ADVICE FOR OLD AGE 


Find and attach yourself to someone who is 
dying — a friend with whom you can enjoy the 
journey as you both travel down the road toward 
death. You can easily find that person, since 
each of is on this path. Don’t hold back; be 
audacious enough to plant yourself on a felled 
tree that needs to decay. Act as the parasitic 
shelf mold that assists in the needed 
decomposition. . 


Unlike the fungus or mold that assists the decay 
of organic matter, my attachment to my friend 
need not be physical. All I need do is 
understand and acknowledge our shared 
journey and destination. Yes, I find joy in the 
shared experience, in the agreement between 
ourselves. In fact, I find enough ecstasy in this 
experience to compose a praiseful hymn to the 
universe. 2019 


My PARENTS 


33 


They would be deeply ashamed of how I have 

lived my life 

The life belongs to me and so does the shame. 
2019 


THE YOUNGER BROTHER 


Smaller in stature, younger in years 
He has learned from his sins and mistakes. 
And now he shows up at intervals 
To check up and sometimes intervene 
2019 


PLEASE 


Oh please let me have my wide-striped jeans 
Oh please let me have my wide-striped jeans 
And see how I live all alone 
With neither friend nor foe 


Oh please cut off my hair and shave me clean 
Oh please cut off my hair and shave me clean 
Obituary said, “...surrounded by his family.” 
Obituary told a lie; for he had sent them all 
away 


In what had been his orchard, one fruitless tree 

remains 

In what had been his orchard, one fruitless tree 

remains 

His best had not been good enough 

And Generation Next continues on their way. 
2019 
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(In about 2010 I rnoticed how for about three 
years everything I had written was about one of 
my friends or some good, person I had met. With 
this realization, I collected tsome of these poems 
into Music, Friends, and Getting Older) 


MUSIC, FRIENDS, AND GETTING 
OLDER 
POEMS FOR MY FRIENDS 


Everyone has an important story and I have 
been able to get some of them dawn on paper. 
Rather than explain the philosophy and occasion 
for writing these poems, I will 

simply quote from a March 2011 letter to my 
friend, Jackie Weaver. I met Jackie in 2004 
while living in Sheffield, Massachusetts. 


Dear Jackie, 


“Spending time with friends, philosophy, and 
conversation reminds me of the hours you and I 
have spent together. My dear Jackie, it has been 
time well-spent. You and I talking about just 
everything. What a special gift we have in our 
friendship! 


“One reason it took so long to compose this 
particular poem (Surprising Strength) has to 
do with wanting to "get it right. " You had told me 
important things. You had explained them in a way 
that I could understand. Now it was up to me to do 
the same as I got it down on paper. 
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“Thomas Schmidt, a concert pianist, once told me, 
“T need to do these recitals because, over time, I 
forget that I have the ability to do this. And then I 
begin to doubt myself.” 


“It’s similar for me. For me, it is writing. I know 
that Iam doing my best, but sometimes forget that 
there is a quality of art to what I write. And so I do 
need an audience. 


“Thank you for being both audience, and critic, and 
mentor.” 


Everyone has an important story. Now it is time 
to share these poems for my friends with a 
larger audience. 
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MUSIC, FRIENDS, AND GETTING 
OLDER 
POEMS FOR MY FRIENDS 


SURPRISING STRENGTH 


{Jackie Weaver, equestrian trainer, age 94) 


The frail child whose mother was concerned 
Whose father lived for months upon the seas 
With older sister watching over her 

So soon grown up, she now looks back and 
sees... 


But wait! There’s more to tell you here. 

And so, I’ll do just that and once again begin: 
Ship’s physician in the merchant marine 
Returning after months away from home 

He seemed more a visitor than father. 

In youth, the town of Audubon gave her. 

A safe and sunny childhood with friends 

And sister hovering over her. Thus time 
Moved toward the day when she would have her 
own. 

So, just for now, the child has found 
Happiness with husband, work, and home. 


Then, in due time, the birth of children comes - 
Two sons - but only one of them survives. 

And when she’s told, “You may hold but one,” 
With unexpected strength she claims, 


38 


“T gave them life! And I shall see them both!” 
Surprising Strength had sought her out. But 
why? 

She simply knew to do what must be done. 


With eldest son at home and all in place, 

She wished for life to take a normal course. 
And so it came with time. Two daughters joined 
Adoring father, loving mother all. 

Now happiness had once again found place 
Within their home. But why does nothing last? 
A second time Surprising Strength would seek 
her out 

And this time, husbandless, she’s almost lost 
The scope and plot of everything she’d held. 


While seeing all the heroes at her side, 

She knows their strength. Yet, feeling so alone, 
Endures what must be done to carry on. 

So busy with her automatic smile 

And telling God each day, “I need Your help.” 
She came to realize, “We may be scared, 

But happy and forgiving. And furthermore, 

I have you kids and that’s a bonus too!” 


When tired at night, she’d sometimes just recall 
How Audubon had made her so content. 

Thus, over time, she came to realize 

Perhaps there is a plot and purpose here. 

Often seeing children who could use 

The kindness and the confidence she’d gained, 
She’d sometimes talk with them and gently ask, 
“You like this horse? I’11 show you how to 
groom 

And care for him. Perhaps one day you'll ride.” 
And parents, too, feeling lonely or lost, 

Had need of her advice. And through it all, 

She learned to give. For those who give, will 
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get. 


As years went on and children grew — 

And even though she still had need of aid — 
Surprising Strength did not return. And why? 
Just look! The once-frail child has now become 
A woman who has found her strength within. 


Always learning, wanting to do more 
Well-loved child whose mother was concerned 
Whose father lived for months upon the seas 
With older sister watching over her 
So soon grown up, she now looks back and sees 
That all her life, with all her heroes there, 
Surprising Strength made her a hero too. 

2011 


Music 


(Dr. Edward Kline, choir conductor, age 77) 


Piano and fortissimo 

Are lovely things to hear 

Especially when they’re coming from 
A well-directed choir. 


With “Bravo! Encore! We want more!” 
Your friends thank you today 

For giving us vivace gifts 

That help us all to pray. 


Yes, prayer that hears the world once more 
As it was meant to be; 
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Whose tempo’s rhythm climbs the scale 
With aeolian harmony 
2010 


KEVIN LEACH 
(Graphic Artist, age.58) 


I. Taking care of things 


Vickie is dead. She died a long time ago. 
Twelve years old, they put her in the hospital. 
And at home her brother (about five years old) 
Took care of things. 


Mother was at the hospital so 
Someone had to take care of things. 
Father workaholic working 

So someone had to take care of things. 
Mother alcoholic drinking 

So someone had to take care of things. 


Father knew neighbors who were both 
Rich and kind so they helped 
Take care of things. 


And later...Father died. Mother old. 
Friends and partners needing help. 
So brother (no longer five years old) 
Takes care of things. 
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II. Taking care of me 


Tree branches filter the perfect blue sky 

And sunset diffuses Into pale evening 

The end of a perfect day 

And, wanting to share this almost-perfect peace, 
I decide to visit 


He is glad to see me and I tell my story 
As he consumes beef and vegetables 
Cooked over an open fire 

And I, who considered myself 

Neither wounded nor homeless, 
Accepted his offer of a safe place 
Where I could heal 


And now...After a decade of accumulated 
gratitude, 

I sometimes forget to say, “Thank you.” 

And sometimes I find myself as the fickle friend 
Who keeps moving away but never leaving. 


III. Our future 


That was ten years ago as I talked to him about 
The ten year difference, 

I should have figured it out just from the 
numbers: 

One year beyond full retirement for social 
security 

And ten years away from the average male life 
expectancy, 

I should have realized 

But I didn’t realize 

I had no idea it would arrive this soon 
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And so nowadays more of his time 

Is spent taking care of things for me 

Even as his mother gets older. 

In my case, newly old and not doing so bad. 
In hers, truly old and needing and deserving 
More of his attention. 


And when I tell him how I want to make it easier 
For him having to care for two old people, 
He corrects me, “Not two old people; 
Three. There are Three of us getting old.” 
Not exactly the best timing. 
2014 


My PRIDE My Joy 
(Matthew Goodling, factory worker, age 29) 


The date is easy to remember — 
February, friday, thirteen. 

What I don’t remember is, 

Who was with me when the call came? 


It was evening, dark. 

Kevin was downtown, taking a long walk. 
When he returned I told him. 

And his reply? “I saw it. 

Ambulance fiercely running south, 
Ambulance fiercely screaming north, 
And I knew. They don’t run that way, 
Unless there’s death nearby.” 


The doctor was a trickster. 

She was going to out-smart death, 
By playing his own game. 

“You want rigor mortis? 

Here, take that! An icy coma. 
We’ll beat you to the punch, 

And come back alive.” 
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Induced death had saved her life, 
His life, their lives 

And when the doctor sent flowers, 
Cindee told me, 

“She is a very good doctor.” 


Two days ago I held my grandson, 

Just gazing on his perfectly-formed face, 

And realizing with gratitude how, 

His father had cared for them all — 

Had cared for them so well for so long. 

And as they were leaving, 

I told them both, “You are very good parents.” 
2009 


ENRICHING MICHIANA 


(David Lester Learn, artist, age 70) 


His presence here is tentative. 

He knows, South bend is not Milan or Italy. 
No piazza square, no place to sit, 

And gather with those who happen by, 

And sip espresso or a glass of wine, 

To wait for other passersby to join, 
Conversations filled with this day’s news, 
And blatant politics now tempered by 
Philosophy and art, 

And, “More espresso, please.” 


But even though there’s no piazza square, 
There is a noble gentleman who makes 

And seems to create - all the time he needs, 
For painting, musing, conversation, 
Philosophy and art, 

And, yes, “More espresso, please.” 


His studio, a place to work at night, 
When images transport themselves from mind, 
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To brush to canvas held in place, 

By glue produced from hours of constant care. 
Here sketches end their life displayed on walls, 
Whose best desire is to be seen by all. 


Thus, studio transforms from solitude, 

Into piazza square when guests arrive: 

Two chairs, two cups, a hot plate, demitasse, 

Some wine and food for all who care, 

To sit and talk and share the luxury, 

Of time well-spent with friends, 

Philosophy and art, 

And, oh yes, “More espresso?” “Please.” 
2009 


CONVERSATIONS WITH A FRIEND 


(Mark Lightfoot, emergency medical technician, age 57) 


They say that talk is cheap. 

Nineteen months ago when we first met 
You talked a lot and I listened 

Trying to figure out, “Just who is this man?” 


Opening new parts of my heart, I spoke 
And learned you would hear me 

As on one hundred thirty-seven separate 
occasions 

You told me, “I love you, my friend.” 


Knowing this, how can I ever again 
Bbelieve that talk is cheap? 

Next to the air I breathe, 

lit is the most precious thing I have. 


45 


So nowadays I talk less. 

For I do not want to squander 

The gift of speech nor perjure myself 
With words I do not mean. 


Silence is golden; talk is cheap. 
But in the end it’s all we have 
So keep talking, my friend. 
For even cheap talk will be treasured 
And transformed into the pure gold of poetry 
So that at the end of my life 
I can look back and remember. 
2011 


PUER AETERNUS 
(Gary Derby, floral designer, age 68) 


Manhood childhood Growing up 

Nurtured and transformed Precocious 
happiness 

And now he’s man Looks like any other man 
But acts like a whole lot more Puer aeternus, 
puer nostri* 


I know that he’s not tiffany But neither is he k- 
mart ‘cause 

Nothing’s ordinary - Everything’s magic 

The golden boy, unabashed Eternal youth, 
unashamed 

Having friends just for the fun Puer aeternus, 
puer nostri 
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Penultimate extravagance Profligate 
benevolence 
His smile walks toward me And I see myself 
with pride 
He’s not the Oz. He’s real. And I think, it just 
might be 
I’m not in Kansas anymore. 

2011 


*Puer aeternus, puer nostri “Eternal boy, our 
very own boy” 


GETTING OLDER 
(Wayne Goodling, poet, age 63) 


I am man...It's who I am 

I am white...That's guite all right 

I am free...Okay by me 

I am strong...But not for long 

For truth be told... m getting old 

I’ve lost my hair...And I don't care 

‘Cause I am me...That’s who IIl be 
2009 


ON VIEWING JAKE WEBSTER'S PAINTING AND 


SCULPTURE 
(Jake Webster, sulptor, age 63) 


Viewing his paintings pulled into color next to 
color 

Immersed and embedded on eggshell walls, I 
don't want to leave. 

And when I do emerge, I understand a little 
more 

Of what the universe has to offer each of us. 
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Sculpted hollowed holes in surfaces carved and 
deep. 

The sculptor arrives, wild and loud and I lose 
myself 

In the holes and the depths of the smoothness of 
color. 


I stand to look. He finds me and gives me to 
understand 

How years of effort disciplined by pride 
Yield up created and uncreated 

White and gray monochrome 

With life contained, restrained 

In perfectly proportioned frames 

Executed with exacto-knife precision. 


And now I see just how I’ve spent my years: 
Straining, holding, keeping everything; 
Showing, sharing only paltry lines. 

I strive for perfection not quite alive, 

As parsimony gives no reason to breathe. 


Strain to contain what I’m seeing and feeling? 
Impossible! 
Try to contain the hollow space? It won't 
remain. 
Mute the techniocolor? Can't be done. 
My two-dimensional Monochrome crumbling 
Explodes with depth, dimension, and the most 
exacting imprecision. 
I grow huge, no longer containable as the 
hallowed hole, 
The sacred womb, ejaculates and spits me out. 
Spotten, sodden, I lay there wet and alive and 
limp 
And for the first time, I begin to breathe. 

2014 
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SIGNATURE FOUR - 2008 
(Scott Hatt, curator, age 52) 


From out the past they sit on Colfax way, 
Immersed in culture as in poverty, 

Rows of tenants imploring us to see. 
Remember, and recall the glorious time 
When work and industry gave back to us, 
Delicate and refined, an art for those 

Of proper sense: an art for those who knew 
That worship must be meet and right with rules. 
Rows of tenants plead for our recall 

Of staid convention, rubric and demands. 

So we can be conformed and know our place. 


Upstream north of colfax way each year 
Artisans set tents all white in rows 

For summer's solstice, 'mid the groves of oaks, 
Where etchings, oils, and clay combine to see 
How pastel waters pass from hand to hand. 
Rows of tenants smile and approve. 

They know Apollo and the muses nine. 

They know the forms that can be understood: 
A culture to be memorized by heart. 


Thus, rows of tenants did applaud when Jon 
Beloved ushered in a renaissance of sorts. 
New muses he enticed to grace this place, 
As art and food invade both street and court 
And cultured minds agree to walk the streets 
So they could prove that art is everywhere. 


Yet, even as we walked the streets, was there 
Not doubt in someone's mind? Did not at least 
A few begin to see the two-fold path 

Of pastel waters passed from hand to hand, 
With works unknown, unwanted left behind 
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To be ignored as something spurious? 


Ah yes! There's one who saw this two-fold path. 
And having seen, he questioned and began, 
Disputing whether art is everywhere. 

And questioning, he came to realize, 

‘twas not some godly saint he waited for; 

That neither usury's exchange of art, 

Nor fruit of brave Apollo's industry. 

Could give him what he most desired. So thus 
He stepped into a void, an unknown place, 
Where none could tell if it were dark or light. 


Just, as a frightened child, he could retreat, 
Returning to the old, accustomed ways, 

Or could decide to stay and look for forms, 
That seemed beyond his grasp and fugitive. 
He knew his heart's desire and thus did stay, 
And we today are richer for that choice. 


Returning from that fearful void, he knew, 
That those who create beauty in new ways, 
That break away from old, accepted forms, 
May sometimes need a mentor or a muse. 
And so he found and called together nine, 
Who give their sight to future and the past, 
Knowing both the old ways and the new. 


Four season Signatures have come and gone. 

We've seen the birth of forms that do not fit. 

The coterie, less spurious; but still 

The fugitive remains uncaught, at large. 
2008 
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Race Relations 


Part One: Innocence 


I’m a white man dressed in blue 
You’re a black guy dressed in black. 
Together hand in hand, 

I look at you and understand 

You really know just who I am. 


Oh, ain’t it grand! Know who I am 
And both of us can understand 
Where each of us belongs. 


She’s Latino dressed in green 

He, an Asian dressed in red 

And they’re together too. 

She knows just where he’s coming from; 
He knows what she intends to do. 


Now that’s just grand! Know who I am 
So both of us can understand 
Where each of us belongs. 


She’s employed and drivin’ a Benz 
He’s a poor kid walkin’ the streets 

So why the fuck can’t they be friends? 
They both acknowledge who they are 
Every time they meets 


And realize it’s not that grand. 


‘cause both of them now understand 
Where each of them belongs 
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Part Two: Experience 


Now that you’ve seen how I’m inspired 
By the brotherhood of man, 

It’s time to speak the truth: 

So do I know the other guy? 

“Hell no!” Is my reply. 


I once believed that it was grand; 

But now I’ve come to understand 

A little more of who I am: 

I’m still this white dude dressed is blue 
The one beens speakin’ like a fool, 
Admits that I don’t know. 


And you know far less than you think, 
About what makes me tick. 

Yes, it was grand; but truth be told, 
None of us can understand 

Where anyone belongs. 


But even though Tl never know, 
Exactly who you are, my friend, 

I know exactly what I'll do: 

Just speak my truth and understand 
That this is what you git: 


“I’m a mother-fucker 

You’re a b-ser; 

Don’t none of us know shit! 
2010 


(In April, 2016, the South Bend Museum of Art 
invited poets to compose and perform works 
based on paintings and sculpture from the 
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museum's permanent collection. The following 
are based on four works. The name of the artist 
and painting/sculpture is followed two poems, 
the second being a sonnet.) 


WAITING FOR NEW LIFE 


Dean Porter Southwest Fantasy 2002 


Soft snow and gentle night 
nurtured by dreams 

as mind awaits new day. 

It is Dawn who initiates creation 
then repeats it 

then to dawn 

you are returned. 

Amazed by star constellations, 
dawn delayed; 

impatiently wanting to tell me 
the wonder of a moon much too full. 
But it was not yet time 

and so dawn had to wait. 


Soft snow with gentle drifts and muted 
breath 

impaled by moonlight's dusty love of gray 
provides for mind a place to rest and wait 
until the stars and moon release a new 
dawn's day. 

For those who know, tis dawn who has 
begun 

to travel toward the mid-day sky and give, 
as she traverses toward the evening dusk, 
renewing power for each of us to live. 

But tis not yet the time for her release 

as coolness of the stars and moonlight 
dark 

prevail on her to wait, e'en though she be 
the only source of our created heart. 
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So let us be as dawn and take our rest, 
allowing God to choose the time for what 
is best. 


Jake Webster Lord When I’m Old, Carol 


Pregnant dawn 

keeps moving higher and higher 

over crest of forests 

then hills and finally 

not even the heights of mountains 
can shield her from us 

or us from her. 

She knows she is to enter 

as gently as a rose finger tip 

but physiology overpowers mind, 
water breaks as voice within urges, 
“Push!” And with a silent scream, 
rooted in a faith that knows - 

yes knows - no pain can last forever, 
she who was supposed to gently creep 
over the horizon explodes to welcome 
a new day of new life. 


And when at last ‘tis time for her release, 
she asks us gently to arise that we 

from her who knows how gently to arrive 
may follow her with all docility. 

But even dawn cannot hold back the flesh 
nor will prevail against the eastern sky 
with wild desire and wisdom's love of life. 
Thus she who lacks midwife gives painful 
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cry 

as mother pain expands, contracts, 

expands, 

with waves and blows; then throws pure pain 
unfurled, 

as her desire to give new life explodes 

and so creates a new pretentious world. 

As yesterday we thought we were alive 

e'en more of Dawn's new life shall now 
arrive. 


David Voros Apatheosis of the House Carpenter 
1997 


Today Dawn felt the birth pangs, 

Not of an Apocalypse, but of a new day 
Which our paltry minds 

Conceive as a plenary of twenty four. 

Not twenty four elders circling a throne, 
But rather twenty four ordinary hours 
Moving one by one in succession 

To the east to bow down to place a crown 
At the throne of the sun. 


An ordinary day. 


Yes, this would be an ordinary day 

Connected to earth and family 

When once again Armageddon and the last day 
and the coming of the glory of the Lord 

would have to wait 


The well-prepared realize this 
And, in addition to faith, 

They carry a supply of hope 
For when they get caught 

In the waiting room of life. 
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But there are also those who have not the hope 
Whose expectation turns to anguish 

Where panic prevails and confusion complains, 
“We have waited far too long! 

“Dies ire! Day of wrath!” 

Powerless to create the wrath and judgment 
Of the Lord, they imitate and initiate 
Armageddon. 


Oh faithful generation, I abjure you look to the 
east 

And satisfy yourself with an ordinary day. 

We have but twenty four hours before the death 
of night 

And sleep and exhaustion force us to halt. 


And at the end of the day? 
What will we collectively remember? 
Hope for joy in the morning? Tyranny? 


Dies ire! Day of wrath! 
Danos pacem. Give us peace. 


Conceived in night's cool darkness held to 
be 

Of import greater than our minds believe, 
New day’s new life appeared in common 
form 

For common form is what our minds 
conceive. 

As lifetimes, centuries, millenia proceed, 
Advance, and crawl to slowly give us 
more, 

Impatient humankind is loath to wait 
And see an ordinary day be born. 

Refuse to wait? Insist that this day show 
Armageddon's judgment on our side? 
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Remember man-made judgment may 
require 

Your own self-sacrifice or suicide. 

And this is why I plead with you and pray, 
“Please. Let this be an ordinary day.” 


Dean Porter SOUTHWEST FANTASY 


Cold gray 

soft with weightless white 
prevails, protects, 

rings the bell at end of day. 
And in the final hour of snow 
before the Sherpa warmth of sleep, 
I breathe a prayer of gratitude 
for an ordinary day.... 

And yet I cant quite believe 
this is what Dawn had in mind 
when she gave us new life. 
Sleep prevails. 

Danos pacem. 


Dawn's afternoon dull shadows blue and 
gray 

reveal day's end with bulb and root and 
stem 

as church bell bids us now to turn away 
from DIES IRE to more sweet Angelus 
hymn. 

“Misericordia” we now exclaim 

to family and friend and foe alike 

and ask for Lady Dawn to bless them ail 
with life's intended happiness three-fold. 
And yet, I hesitate with doubt. I fear 
perchance today the good did not prevail - 
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not snow nor shadow, bell nor prayer nor 
dawn - 
no force transforming earth into best 
heaven. 
Yet even with these doubts I know and say 
that this was Dawn's intent for this new 
day. 

2016 


TREE OF LIFE 
(Pittsburgh October 27, 2018) 


Synagogue shootings and racist lynchings: 

As God gives command, “Fret not yourself.” 

Refugee crises with children’s starvation: 

Do not complain When God brings you low 

Opiate addictions slaying the masses: 

Behold God’s creation: He is in control 
2016 
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REALITY He brought me 


up also out of 
an horrible pit, out of the miry clay... 


My life contained within a brittle stump 
Infused with nature’s teeming howling life 
My roots descending deeper than my foe. 
I’ve planted me on edge of miry swamp 
Where sunset’s swarming, cold, dark birds of 
prey 

Comingle with a beauty which I apprehend. 

I see one Brilliant Bright Small Dove descend 
To land as if He’s found His home with me. 
E'en though He'll not remain, He leaves His 
Mark 

Of Silver White on dullness of my gray 

A burned-in brand that covers face and eyes 
Lux aeterna indelibly applied 

To know I am and that I here belong 

Suscipe becomes enough for me.* 

2019 


*Suscipe. Take, Lord, and receive 


UNREALITY ... and set my feet upon a 
rock. — Psalm 40 


Death's trauma came so near to me today 

It left me feeling dead though still alive 

How could this be? No fear; just calm and 
peace. 

And when death's trauma made a thunderous 
crash 

Intent on tempting me to shrink in fear, 

I smiled to hear the timpani resound. 

With suicide’s intent completely banned, 

A law requires that I remain alive 
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And give to God my gray and muted praise. 
Repulsed by heat of day, I hold my place 
And firmly stand with victory’s bloody stench. 
Where cometh now such calm to keep me safe? 
From Him who let me see the true reality 
That fear of death is just another lie. 

2019 


LUMP OF CLAY 


They think I’m getting old 

And today for the first time 

I had to agree when I saw it. 

Old age was sitting there in front of me. 


A very large pile? Or collection? 
No, it's more like the uninteresting, 
Uniform, consistency of a lump of clay. 


It just sits there absolutely intern 
Does nothing; no movement 


And it's large, immense 

Takes up a lot of space 

So that not just me, but all of us, 

Have to maneuver around it 

An inert presence without movement 
Right there in the middle of the house 

So every time we need to move, there it is. 


Today I’m decorating Old Age 

With these light, ever-so-light words: 
Zest Continued Enjoys 

Vital Shared Mentor 

Words that I found under my bed 

In a box labeled “Adjectives” 
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Colorfully embossed on 

Rice paper and thin foil 

And practically weightless, 

The words continue: 

Creativity Involvement Organic 
Flourish Renew Active 


Cheap holiday décor 

With little black and silver foil labels 
That say “Made in Taiwan” 

Floating and shimmering 

Within millimeters of that 

Gray Motionless monolith, 

They refuse to adhere. 

Obituary words fit for nothing more 
Than a stereotyped eulogy 

One of the words is unique 


He never wanted to be stereotyped. 
But, being so concerned 

With the opinions of others, 

He had fear of being different 

Or calling attention to himself 

(Not a really strong position.) 


Later, he was almost terrified 
Of not being different, unique 
Of loosing his hard-won identity 
(Not so strong either.) 


Then old age showed up - 
An enormous gray blob 
Looking just like all the others. 


And he worried 
How could his demise be unique 
If his old age was identical to 
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And looked just like all the rest? 


Wanting to be his own person, 

He had rejected their agenda 

Even though their agenda provided 
The platform for his survival - 
electricity, immunizations, 

Social Security checks 


“Perhaps,” he thought, 

“I could spend more time 

being part of humanity 

and a little less time being unique?” 
2014 


DEATH’S DECAY 


Ephemera of the passing moment 
Carry me toward a sterile future 
With endless repetitions 

Of boredom’s banal moods. 

Steel and titanium dead 

With everything organic wiped out. 


I do not intend for my end to be dead. 
No, I shall arrange an unplanned 

Royal procession staggering, stumbling 
Dancing into organic death 

Whose light passage simply moves 
From here to there 


Real death, but never dead 
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Decomposed into new life 

Organic decay, but never sterile 

Yielding seeds and shoots of spring 

Where sprout and sapling find new life 

Not from the dead but out of death’s decay. 
2019 


LACUNAE 


Fear panic survival; as memory slips away, a great lacuna. 


How is it the big gap occurred? Even though I find 
myself in a safe place, I can no longer connect to 
other places. I look to the north across a sink hole 
that is miles wide and deep. My early life is over 
there - to the north on the far side - and the whole 
middle - including yesterday and last week - 
disappeared. The chasm contains nothing. 


I make lists of what I need to do. I forget. I worry 
about survival issues. What if driving in traffic, I 
forget my destination? And each day, when the 
pain of connecting is too great, I avoid my friends. 
The great gap has mercifully removed the middle 
trauma. But this clean sweep has also taken away 
days at the beach, a honeymoon in San Francisco, 
planting garden, a 1976 Ford Pinto, my children - 
as they say, the list goes on. 


Why this lacuna? Where did all the synapses go ? 
How is it that interstate bypasses, Appalachian 
hiking trails, country roads, and river walks, along 
with all the bridges just disappeared? Decades of 
neglect. Even though I barely see the north ridge, 
I understand the five-mile gap and how it 
happened. So focused on preparing for the future, 
I failed to notice the rust and mold of weakening 
infrastructure. Rust and mold could no longer 
support anything and then it was gone. A million 
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bridges that formerly connected me to survival 
and friends just went away. 


Why should a man who has carefully prepared for 
the end need to once again begin building and 
rebuilding everything? Just look around. Entropy 
and decay are facts of life. Road crews come out 
every summer to do bridge maintenance and 
resurface asphalt. I have to mow the lawn again 
this week. Just do it. Rebuild. It’s all been lost and 
needs to be replaced. 


[I wrote Lacunae the day after I began taking Zoloft. 
Much to the amazement of my doctor, the bridges began 
to repair in less than four days. Happy ending.] 


2015 


OLD MEN 


The heart asks pleasure -first - and then - the 
privilege to die ~ Emily Dickinson 


Staying Alive 


Born in exile and now attached To money, 
possessions, 

Ego, emotions. And often their days begin 
with fear 

Old men gather as strangers Lower back, 
hips, joints 

Aerobic treadmills, lifting weights. 

Failed efforts at immortality 


Making Love 


Spontaneous Sparks transform into deliberate 
intent 
New appreciation desires to show respect 


64 


Meals shared, quiet talks, and sometimes 
just holding hands 
Memories Shared Contentment 


Ready to Die 


Sheep to heaven, goats to hell 
Deathbed priest Absolution offered Politely 
refused 
“You know, father, if it’s a choice 
between sins forgiven and a good meal, 
I’ll always go for the food.” 
Bitterness melts No regrets A good 
death 


Not Quite Dead 


Pastoral reply, Food you want, then food you'll 
have! 
Manna, wheat from heaven, Food of the 
immortals. 
“But I’m not worthy.” 
“We know. Receive new life.” 

2016 


QUARTET 
Shrapnel 


Inside, I’ve become this immensely empty hole. 
So I warn my friends, “If it - if I - should implode 
I don’t want you injured.” 

So now I have better plan: deflation. 

Just let the air out and it - I - will become 

Limp and harmless. 
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No karma 


There is no karma but there is entropy 
And at the end all things fall apart. 


Cost-benefit analysis 


Beyond my useful life, I produce nothing 
I care for no one but myself 

I consume water, food, petrol 

And each month the government coffers 
Are depleted just a little more 

Because I’m still alive 


Going Home 


I have an appointment 
I refuse to be late 
So please do not resuscitate. 


I won’t be quiet; I won’t comply 
‘Cause if I’m late, they'll wonder why 


I’m ready to walk through the portal 
But not if you make me immortal 
2012 


POETS GO TO THE MADHOUSE 


At first they walk by 

and the sudden unexpected 

Brush with real life 

elevates them just a few inches. 

Just a few inches above the pavement; 
Just a few inches above the foot bridge 
And, over the river, they walk on air 
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Above manicured suburban lawns. 
Impossible 


Poets go to the madhouse and this time carry 
away 

A few grains of real life just a few inches 
Above the elementary school and factory. 
Walk on air above the bell tower and art 
museum. 


Impossible 


But then he returns wondering 
if perhaps all things are possible 


No longer protected by analysis or 
interpretation, 

The poet stands on the curb watching 

as the attendants walk out the door at the end of 
their shift. 


What's it like in there? He can see people 
wearing colors! 

Making his way home, no longer walking on air, 
He is intensely aware of how gray the pavement 
is beneath his feet. 


Poets go to the madhouse, 
this time to visit their friends 
For no one should be left alone. 


But this time one is told 
he is no longer a visitor: 
He's a dreamer 

neither on the ground, 
nor following our path 
A danger to himself. 


67 


Remain with us awhile 
for your own protection. 


Ingested reality comes to fruition 

in a place where the poet simply sees 
and begins to comprehend 

how they protect themselves 

from too much reality. 


Thus the poet, 
having taken in too much, 
must be contained. 


Impossible 
2014 


SUCCESS 


As impertinent, irreverent death awaits, 

I arm and steel myself with delusion’s confusion. 
Make myself a moving target which vile snipers 
Can never, never contact, hit, nor kill. 

I stand then leap beyond the forbidden 
entrance. 


Death pursues; I evade, evade myself. 
Perpetual movement, lost my bearings 
Running stop signs, never knowing where I am 
I evade; evade myself. 


Find one safe place just to the left. 
But don’t you go there! 

Because it may be just a ruse 

To trap me, lull me, get me to choose 
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Demolitions’ detonation of the hidden IED 


Panic pushes, squeezes, presses all my time. 
I cannot walk down peaceful path, 
For moving targets must keep running 


Crowd, group, congregation assembled here 
To hem me in and hold me fast as death 
approaches. 

Stupid bastards! Don’t you know? 

Untie, release me, let me go! 

For I can always out-run death. 


I’ll not let thee make me the target 

I evade; evade myself. 

And in the end, I shall succeed! 
2019 


FROM SENSE TO SOUL 


Principle and Mind combine 
To form Eternal Soul. 
Life with Truth and Love is mine; 
‘Tis God who makes me whole. 
Intelligence and Substance find 
Infinity of Mind as me. 
Thus Spirit and Immortal Truth, 
Real and eternal, call. 
His Spirit, then, is all there is; 
For God is all in all. 

No date 


CORPUS CHRISTI 
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LORD Jesus Christ, if thou be Truly God, 

Then heal my sin; if thous be Truly man, 

Do open up thy wounds so I may enter in. 

And if it be Thy will to nourish me, 

I plead, O Lord, Thy Body and Thy Blood 
2017 


IN OUR IMAGE 


to be a man means to carry 
a profound sadness 


and when Wisdom briefly held my hand 

I learned that one must search 

for an altar where he can give thanks 

and carry a conspicuous and small sliver of 
integrity 

sending roots to penetrate and break apart 
one’s heart 

as fragments of life course out into a world in 
need 


to be a man means a refusal of anything shallow 
as one commits to spending time alone with only 
oneself; 

to begin the gentle art of kenosis 

from sense to soul and back again. 


accept the loss of memory and words 

so you can be present - yes really present - 

in a very simple way so as to find 

the place of purity of intent 

with the long exultant embrace of courage 
2018 


70 


RESURRECTION 


Rely on expansion to bring you new life 
And then use that life as a way to give out 
Your abundantly fruitful and vigorous strength 
As we build up again the safe place to give 
For all of our foes for all of our friends 
And having so given, continue to live 

2012 


EDGE OF TRUTH 


Behind-ahead he walks the prairie plain. 

As river disappears with each slow step 

And cloudless sun with flowery grass unfolds 

And then returns, expands: a living path 

Of undulating waves and constant heat. 

Or once to travel with the dry-cool breeze 

And find the sun-scorched humid heat of day 

Where locust, beetles, mantis seek out their 

prey 

A thousand crickets roaring out their prayers. 

With neither trail, nor road, nor path, he seeks 

A place with life yet uninhabited 

And stops to stare and wonder how it is 

That he who is so large and hard and base 

New mingles with this soft and fertile place. 
2018 
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TWENTY SEVEN 


Suffering passes; having suffered never passes. 
— Charles Peguy 


distant daily evening glow 
reflected from wire or railroad tracks 


kept him alive and forced him to absorb 
the thin line between horizon and infinity’s edge 


for twenty seven years he sat next to the prison 
wall 
and passively allowed sand to strike his skin 


with neither water to cleanse nor ointment to 
heal, 

he did without and waited 

until a dead sea decided to flow and transform 
a hard and sterile crust into real flesh 


repelling his enemies faded 
into the soft and passive understanding 
that only the God of hope imparts to His beloved 


they told him to be thankful 
but instead he remembered 
and held a heavy gratitude 
for his ability to feel. 


when peace showed up, he allowed it 
2020 
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POEM 


On rim overlooking trenched canyon 
in sun’s afternoon heat 

I sit on table rock 

Lost in ecstasy of thought 


There are but two of us: 
My thoughts of peace 
and the sun’s naked heat 
Merging into one 


With eyes fixed 

on single, steep descending slope, 
I see nothing ahead or above 

And if there be any sounds, 

I hear them not 


Eyes burnt and throat parched, 
I remain unwilling to leave 
this place of pleasure, heat, and breeze. 


With slight incline next to my neck, 
Left hand holds right. 

How is it that I who am so small 

can hold this peace which is so deep? 


Then gently, unexpectedly 

His strength grasps both hands, 
left and right 

To lift me over heat of gray plateau 
as all remains silent and suspended 
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Base instinct tells me 

to reject the touch of love 
and fight Him as a foe 
Yet presence of mind 
pleads against panic 


Thus I remain silent to wait 
and wait until love sounds a louder call 
to let Him lift me higher 


Early pleasant thoughts fade and melt 
as truth evaporates into love’s desire. 
For this is more than true 

2020 
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KADDISH 


75 


76 


KADDISH 


in the beginning created light 
let there be and it was 
evening morning end of day 
and it was very good 


creation yields temptation’s day 
Adam sinned and was thrust out 
created light of flaming sword 
now held in place by Cherubim 


carrion sacrifice demand he gave 
evening morning dark of night 
smoking firebrand split the halves 
as Yahweh promised Abram land 


created light once more appeared 

as bush was burned but not consumed 
put off your shoes on holy ground 

and follow Abraham's God 


illumined mind's five books demand 
a space of reverence with lamp 
where tabernacle’s holy ground 
gives place for God to live with man 


and having studied wisdom's word 
father mother pass to the grave 
and we who have been left behind 
shall light their candle so to pray 


and this creation's first decree 

in future time shall be fulfilled 

when neither sun nor moon shall shine 

the Lamb himself shall be our light 
2016 
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No one knows our name 
Q 


until our last breath goes out. 
— Rumi 
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CHRONOLOGY 


2008 
Signature Four - 2008 


2009 
Enriching Michiana 
Getting Older 
My Pride My Joy 
The Poet 


2010 
Grandma Kaser 
Hell of a Week 
Life Uncensored 
Music 
Race Relations 


2011 


Conversations with a 
friend 


Holy Week 2011 
Puer Aeternus 
Surprising Strength 


2012 
Gratitude 
Quartet 
Resurrection 


2013 
Dawn to Dust 


I Stand Here and 
Complain 


2014 
Beshwalth, NH. 
Kevin Leach 
Lump of Clay 


On Viewing Jake 
Webster's Painting and 
Sculpture 


Poets go to the 
Madhouse 


Stories that Heal 
Widow’s Mite 
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2015 
Lacunae 


2016 
Kaddish 
Old Men 
Tree of Life 
Waiting for New Life 


2017 
Corpus Christi 
Lazurus 


2018 


Advent 

Edge of Truth 
In Our Image 
My America 
Obituary 


2019 
Advice for Old Age 
Death’s Decay 
Hot Today 
Lift Thine Eyes 
My Parents 
Please 
Reality 
Success 
The Younger Brother 
Unreality 
Untitled 


2020 
Ceremony of Awakening 
Finding My Name 
I Have Walked 
Poem 
Twenty Seven 
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